THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

these new great roads are desolating, more desolating than
all the ruins in the world.

I walked on and on, down the Ticino valley, towards
Bellinzona. The valley was perhaps beautiful: I don't
know. I can only remember the road. It was broad and
new, and it ran very often beside the railway. It ran also
by quarries and by occasional factories, also through
villages. And the quality of its sordidness is something
that does not bear thinking of, a quality that has entered
Italian life now, if it was not there before.

Here and there, where there were quarries or industries,
great lodging-houses stood naked by the road, great, grey,
desolate places; and squalid children were playing round
the steps, and dirty men slouched in. Everything seemed
under a weight.

Down the road of the Ticino valley I felt again my
terror of this new world which is coming into being on
top of us. One always feels it in a suburb, on the edge of a
town, where the land is being broken under the advance of
houses. But this is nothing, in England, to the terror one
feels on the new Italian roads, where these great blind
cubes of dwellings rise stark from the destroyed earth,
swarming, with a sort of verminous life, really verminous,
purely destructive.

It seems to happen when the peasant suddenly leaves his
home and becomes a workman. Then an entire change
comes over everywhere. Life is now a matter of selling
oneself to slave-work, building roads or labouring in
quarries or mines or on the railways, purposeless, meaning-
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